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EX-POSTMASTER   BBOUET   WAS   SADDLING   HIS

mare in the barrack-square of Mauberge. He was in the
Dragoons again, though now he held a commission. His ride
through the forest of the Argonne had brought him more
than local fame, more than the admiration of a one-horse
place like Varennes: he and his neighbours in Ste. Menehould
had always called Varennes the hub of the world . . . because,
they said, it went so much slower than the rest. He had no-
need of such gibes now, having been acclaimed by Paris, true
hub of the world, flattered by the National Assembly, sought
after (since he was reasonably handsome) by such fine ladies
as were of Revolutionary opinion. He had left their arms now,
left the Assembly talking, led his dragoons against the enemy
that threatened a second time to smother the Revolution under
foreign armies. Inexplicably thrown back from Valmy,
Austria and Prussia were coming to redeem the tarnished
honour of their arms in this next year's campaign. They had
flooded France with their thousands, their hundreds of
thousands of trained soldiers, and France had few, or none,
trained to meet them. They were closing round Mauberge,
starving Mauberge of bread and fodder and gunpowder, until
another fortnight must witness its surrender. General
Francheville, its desperate defender, cried out for help, for
volunteers from his own garrison to ride through the Austrian
lines and demand help from Paris. Ex-Postmaster Drouet was
the first to offer himself and his mare. She had carried him,
in the name of Revolution, through the forest of the Argonne
and into sleeping Varennes. She must carry him now to Paris,
to demand help, to rouse Paris from a more dangerous
slumber.

He chose his men, a hundred picked dragoons. He rode out
cautiously, through the October fogs, fearing to stumble
blindly into Austrian trenches. In half an hour the bullets
were whistling round him, the cautious trot turned into an
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